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AN INTENSELY INTERESTING SERIAL, “THE
HOUR OF CONFLICT,” By A Hamilton-Gibbs

A STORY WITH A STRONG APPEAL TO ALL
IS “ARTISTS AT HOME IN WASHINGION™

HOME [&

.

THE HOUR oF CONFLICT

A NEW JOB IN PAVING

By A‘ Hsmllton_clbbs (roprright, 1916 l: Frank A. Munsey Ca.)
Author of “Cheadls & Eon ™ ote o
CHAPTER XX —(Continued.) put back the clock—to know that this
= o ) . was all a bad dream!
HE fisher: fetched her cloak | But there was the seawes]l danging
with & glen in his eyes. They¥, (rom her shoe-buckile and he was nfey
threaded theflr way along the| times a cad and a Olackguand and a
corridore filed with weonie Eit-j Murderer. He stood up auieklv  What
. RTIGNE Ll > TEoT ! r . lv‘a.ﬁ he to do? What could he doT He
Ung on the floor, and passed out of the | hag gilled per. There was no returning.

fwinging doors into the cosol morni
waE raining as the
@rove quickly through
Tihe malden was tired
gist the strong arm which held ner ciose,

the emply slreels,
100 tired

10 re-

or the lips which found hers

There were lights in the house when
they arrived. The fisherman opened the
door with her key, ™ 5 he got back™

The malden waved
prd led the way to
*You'd like a drink™

The Nsherman mutiered
and followed

CXPressiyve 1
the dining-room,

sometiung

]

She ovpened the doog here was Lne

und of & chair being | ed bLack in-
=ide the room. T sherman Saw &
w]l, sunburnt young man rise and come
forward

The maiden in the leopard-skin gave
R surprissd exclamation Oh™ she

sxid, “you're back then, Everard? Fancy
walting up"

“Hello,
bemnt

Everard. He

check

mother,"
and

Kissed the which

down

she carelessly offered him. “is father

in the Jew details of his
mother's and then the isherinan
mnd then wmined there.

Mrs. Leyden shrugged her shoulders.
"No,” she sadd, “he's still amusing him-
self. Hugh, 1 don't think you've met
ny son. Everard. Mr. Willmerton,”

The French fisherman npodded with
svme aminkdlity. It was excetlentdy
done, for his amnovance at finding any
one in the house was extreme

Hare you?" he =ald, “is vour brown

sBDn or greass-paintt”
“Help yourself, Hugh,™ said Mrs
Leyden.

sltered tone
edom In
A frown crossed

Wilmerton
of her wvolce, ¢ W
ald = trace of temper.

bor it

his forehead
“Is that for me™ he thought, “or|
the lad”™ He went over te the side-

board and mixed himself a brandr-and-
soda

Mrs, Leyden turnad to her son. “Good
night,"” she sald, casually

In the sideboard looking glass Ever-
ard caught the man's faint smile of tri-
umph. A kind of shiver ran through
him, and he faced round on his mother,
The words would not come as he met
her eye, and, wilhout saying anything,
he walked cut of the room uand closed
the door guietly behind him

CHAPTER XXI1

It}
ot Into 2 caxi and'

He

now

felt once more terribly aone,
It was different—worse. He
| afrald at being alone with this awful
thing on his mind. He waa filled with
a craving to confide In somebod¥—to
share the appalling knowledge which
nelghed him down, To keep il to him-
self wns irnpossible. He must go out
and find some one and tell lt—speak it
aloud, pour it forth.

He wanted to hide behind s»mpathy—
to fecl that s=ome one cige knew what he
had done snd did not shring away, He
wanted. ns it were, an accon.plice after
the fact, who wou.d remain silent while
he Inid ht= soul bare and trled by so
doing to regain some sell-1espect.

e felt thut he would go mad If hie
kept it locked up In him. He couldn't
He couldn't face it another da¥
himself,
tap on the door broke
sJetrom of his thoughts

g0 on.
by
A

into the

ard unlocked the door ) -
maft came in. “WIill you be din-
¢ tonight, sir?”

stir, have it

s

will
sir?”

goodd,

downstal

you

“"Very
here oy

“Are my father and mother dining?”

"“No, sir.” )

“Then I'll have it downsiairs

“Very good, sir’ The door closed
quietly.

His father and mother! He had for-
| gotten them, They were 80 remote—so
entirel; In a separate existence of their

calculations, excepl in so far as money
was concerned.

Now he snatched at the
them with a pitiful readiness. Other
men mode pals of their fathers and
[ mothers. Other men confided every-
| thing te them gladly., and before any-
| in the world,. He had never
» to do so, because lie was not
He knew that. He knew that
wa® an accident—a regrettable mls-

th

wught of

nlka,

Fut now, perhaps, things might be
difterent. Perhaps he had not tried to
| make them alter their oplnions about
| hlm.

This was the turning neint. For the

first thine in Lis Jife he needed his father
and mother, He wanted to:.see love In
| their eyes when he entered the room
He wanted to feel] that he was not shut
out.

Ha slippad

out of his dressing gown

and put his evening clothas, Yes,
OR the first time in his twenty-| he woull zo down and l“.-s'l up for
- " them, He would see if thers wus no
2 " AP T < 4
F four years Everard had beeny yi.i."thinz he could do for them when

cs Lo Tace
tHe had be-
love to

brought up =uddeniy
with sometlhing vital
sdeved himsell to e clasping
bis heart, and suddenly Jlove had
‘hanged to the grim figure of death
grinning up into his £

face. Death in the
abstract needs a great deal of courage
to face, but when it takes on a personal
and tverribly Intimate aspect,
must either bend or break )

The consideration of death had never|

come to Everard until pmow, TUntil this
moment he had never been pulles up
and made to think by hearing that

some one he knew had died,

Het now, with hldeous unfairness,
with no weming, no ume to aillow him
1o prepare hiniself for the ineviitable
death had snatched away not just ar
adquaintance, but the one being In aill
the worid who had ever found & wa)

10 his heart.

The suddenness of it &ll had made the

shock 2 mlilion times g
numbed his brain. The jours

loondon had been made mechanically.
He had gone ashore t Folkestone and
nle 1id th h the customs
at Charing Cro=s without knowing It
and finally got out of the taxi which
took him hemes to Eaton Bguare as |if
he were fuddled with drink
e had st upstairs to !
1 by ithout hav
zed tha vae home again. Still
hiig overcost, which he had worm In
taxl, although it was very hot, he
1 ndow and stood

light=s be-

your

pardod
amusement wWae nol versy
hidden by the mar
quite ordin
v '!Il S O
extraordinary
Bomething
n. & a spring |
snhd the tension had
ic stood, tremnbling
‘The door
| head

A choking

ounced

st

e seemnd e

(]
il

nette! Toinette! Oh,

Greal sobs shook his whole body, He
had killed her. He | the
vindow, threw hims npor

and purted his face in the pill

Zgony of remorse. It was usel:
oinette,
Everard turned Lhe ke n the lock
and solwly got out of clotlics
There was a tiny bat m out of his=
by St im, and, once he t X
w war like a hermit «
gorid He never
art of the t
=0 by hia father

He had made
cerritory, and had 4
There wers
guantities o
bits of chin:

jked
. ¢
wdimld

aint

reprody

one of drawlngs by @ angd on the
mantelplec a group of photosraphs
wie of them men's. (0 a0 Ll .
ved wWere Pl pes, Lobaceo E
roatches and an electr ¢ N I
The sound of water f I i all
w from the next Lit

i glanced ar
nnd ph

mall r

| vague street

they got back. He would begin to trm
and break down the bartier

He caught vp hiz cigarette case and
went down to dinner in the big, silent

room with hope In his heart

CHAPTER XXIL
ND at last his mother had come
and the man, and this was the
vigil! He

end of his long., eager

noists were like the yawns
wuking day He ficked off the

of

1he

own that they mnever entered Into his

"HAW-HAW-
HAaw!

7,

{From the Philadelphia North American.)

cerlse, for pink halr
fashionable perfaction.

The fluffy neck and wrist frills are
now being replaced by frills starched
to the stiffness of card rd und lroned
out to irrcproachable smoothness, Very
fevere and masculine and talior-made
they are and bound to be beloved of
suffragettes. Most of them are round
and flare out stiffy abovo the coat
collar and below the coat sieeve, while
others take the shape of the collars af-
fected by Dumas and Veltaire With
wrist frills are absont

is the pink of

Fashion’s Best Bet Is
- Coy Pantalets

By MARGARET MASON.

ARTISTS AT HOME
IN WASHINGTON

MAX WEYL.

By F.E Y

Up two flights of stairs and then a
Might covered with greene balze, and I
was confronted by a little sign which
sticks out from the door bearing the
name “Max Weyl"—there is a little red
card to indicate “out” or “in” and a
pad with a pencil where one may leave
A mMessage.

After a timid knock, just a minute
elapsed, and then the door was opened
by a kindly-faced, smiling old gentle-
man with soft, upstanding gray hair,
and a Van Dyke beard, who looked ex-
actly as courteous and considerate as |
had been encouraged to picture by rea-
son of the lttle attentions for the bene-
fit of callers fasténed on the outer door.

Max Weyl, sometimes called the dean
of Washington painters, and considered
one of the finest landscape artists in the]
country, Is seventy-six years old, but
his eyes are as blue, his mannér as
charming, and his interest as Keen as
when he permitted the Interviewers of
many years ago to call upon him. We
step into a big room crowdsad with
canvases and frames, and fter 1 had
explained my mission, we passed on
into the front room, just as fuli of ple-
tures. 1 managed to find a seat In spite
of my confusion, and he methodically lit
his pipe, beaming the meantime.

It seemed as If some one had stopped
the clock for a time, Peaceful, exquisite-
ly toned landscapes lined the walls and
obtruded from corners, I gazed brazeniy,
my ears cocked for conservation, and
hiad only half taken in what was in the
room when he spoke.

“Yes, Washington and the nearby

country is very intable,” he sald. B g

“I have foung‘ it an Inspiration for :’.‘f)“:né h“‘:“"dm T p‘:‘:"‘d %"m
more than thirty-five years—longer dhmtu.l:h:ble."l PRS-
than,"—he looked at me and smiled Then he show® 'me many

again—"a longer time than you have
lived,”” and then deftly, and to my very
great astonishment, he proceeded to in-
terview me, sidetracked only, temporar-
iy by my onslaught upon new fields of
conversation, The mentlon of Washing-
ton In its early days drew quite a long
statement from him, and the vehemenca
with which he made it unvelled a
wealth of Lhick German accent, which a
more tense, low-gpoken conversation
had hidden,

“Mudhole—~mudhole, & horrible m.d-
hole—that was Washington in ‘él, when
I first came here to live. I was born In
Germany. When I came to America
first 1 was in the jewelry business until
after the close of the war. I was thirty-
six years old before I took up ting
as 2 profession, and I am self-taught.
Never had a teacher.” The brow wrin-

from the coast af® Gloucestar, In New
England, where he goes with friends in
the summer mon and paints the
wonderful rock formatione, This Is
only of more recent years, and probably
due to the opportunities fuvr painting
in the “broad’”, method of which he
spoke, Besides the pecullar masses ot
rock there Is ample opporiunity for
brilllant coloring in this cold Northern

scenery.

lla."a‘cyl is not fond of palnting either
marine views or portraits, preferring
the more piacid views of hills, valieys,
and trees. Two of his Pnlntlng: in the
(orcoran Gallery are “‘Lovers’ Lane"
and "Approaching Night,” both land-
scapes characterizsed by a soft and al-
luring beauty.

We were sitting down at the much-
littered desk again, when he plocked up

kled up, the wide-set blue eyes twinkled, | an old snapshot protograph. Hagering
“and where were you born?’ Check- it affectionately, and evidently waiting
mate! bad to confess and answer| for an opportunity to show ft to me.

questions Tor several minutes, hunting
for a name, a word, a turn in the con-
versation which would send the re-
sponsibility back on him, and make me
the listener. Yes, I wanted to go abroad
and right on to “Did yoy study abroad
for any length of time? Do you know
Alexander?’ TFate had put the correct
combination of words In my mouth, for
he answered both question at once.

“1 know John W. Alexander when he
was just a poor boy in Venlce—lelt ma
see, that was In 15880 He is a wonder-
ful painter, and has done much toward
the art of this country. We have the
greatest landscape painters (n the world
in this cowhtry; the French confess it
openly; it is the opinlon of experts.

“] have painted Rock Creek Park for
many vears, the Potomac flats, and

But I told him [ wanted to know more
Blatocy of the. patating of Geormuiows
history o e 0 own
Coilege and the river in 181, which
hung on the wall, whethar or not he
thought Washington had beautiful
statues, and a dosen other things. He
waited patiently, and dido’t answer
anything except the last question with
any show of Interest :

“Now, then, you KNOW."” and he
laughed and chuckled; “youd kaow about
Washington. I won't =ay. thero are
some good ones, but—well you ought to
know—too many hobby horses.' and he
let ltdg-o at thaty smiling good-humored-
ly and puffing at his pipe.

“Do you know H rt Kaufman, the
poet. of New York?' Bvidently he had
forgotten the photograph, for his q:‘;;

light, pulled down the bilnd, climbed |
Ly *ed T v 65
§K -.‘ ' v hagh wind '}
1| one way on
dunes, T sund sildes rustied and
o] dow the Dhollows, amd alonyg
louds O nid suddenly rose
I swirfed wil fur & morment and
sank down a
. moon was up—a great big circle
moon that splashed the T
lwith Hghts, countless [ittle pate ;
danced rnd shimmmered And
ite emptiness Everurd was hurrying
along to the rendezvous in the dutes
| Ther son fur hiin to Lurry.
| M W W there. t

awiy, The subnluey
¢ 1 the squar w came
the window. as it had been Z0lNE o
thi e and wo & T foreve
though earthquakes happened across ilie
eI TOW channel Nothing seemod o
inuke any differences, Things just went
L

! Dath was rea
( ;
\ - e 4 41

Ifis hands wandered along the hacks
of the books, hovered over Kin |
poased Mason. Locke, and Du Manrier |
yard then dropped heavily as it touc r,.-1|
De Maupasst it

ie lown in an armchalr. The " i|
5 and he saw a4 I} white room |

! wifix and & nict ol the Ma
and a great fet m with twiteh-

f inds erumpiced an dde n owoodte
Le And there on the bed Tolnette,
vull her huands rosscd  reverently on
her brvast and a plece of seaweed dan-
gling from her shoe bucki

ve=urd shivered and presscod a onend

pyve © hils eyves, Tt was useleg2. The hand |
t limpnly away and he sat, Lis chin
o his chest. gmring blankir—thinking.
thiuking, He went over the who'e thing
in and agnin: his arrival and his
dismuay st the empty prospect before
bim. He saw Martlie and Jeanns smok-
fng on the patch of grass; he heard

Toinette's little love-song coming nearer
1l pearer along the ryad in the dim
L §

gl ]

Fovery detall of her—every look and
gexlure and expression came _hack to
him. The adorable hours in the sand-

dunes, the feel of her when he held her
tight—God! what would he not give to

h relt that something was Lr)
K ¢ him bk, to head him off,
1 him ron 2 there

Every stoeg T4 s iie
him twe hack, r K
ing agains im
Buanuy ook a in

ng into his eyes, hande t
ut him from behind

Suddenly a great fat men dashed past
b frantle nnd sobbir searching
wildly In overy clump of rushes He
vi% followed by a tow-headed ohild
who olapneed her hands in gfee und !

podnited and mude faces =2 vhen turned

to Everard and beckoned him on

a Continustion of Thiaz Stury W
Be Found In Tomerrow's
Issue of The Times,

Wanis _“_S-\_vear-o_fi”' f)ata.

CHICAGO, Jan Leo Nachtsteim
eaty s0 much that his tuntmy hurts all
the time. e wsrote to the newspapers,
ssking that reformed eaters tell how to
swear off and then keep on the wagon.

LOCAL MENTION.

Electric Fixtures and Wiring Supphel.l

Electric Webster, T17 9th,

had sat uwp all those: hours de- What boots it that her akirts are slit;y frill. The frii] ha=s certmunly been l.‘gk-l“’”“ the
'termined not to go to bed untll he should] No b;‘,nrﬂl one grts, = ing one sten on the downward path|Soft Velour Ruffles Are
= s them mee L ; o Since olly’s panting to be chic after another. Starting at the throat, - =
iléu‘r(:. !:::’m lL.| ';;‘h;:_r:- “uu!ir”l‘“r\.-.::;!;l:! %1: And wearing pantalets, It fell next to the wrists, then to the Latest Hint From Pans,
be of. and not mer amoung them s i i } | walst {for what s « tunic but a frill, If you have a last sea’soa’s gown of
and this was the result! NEW YORK, Jan. 2—Yes, You meel | from there tn th-_‘ knee, and Now We| charmeuse or crepe de chine that needs
Somothing llke despair—ag clter hope- them at every turm, or perbaps one have ‘em at cur feet furblshing wup, the additlon of two
1.:_-,!'-:;; = cloaked him round a= h‘; closed | skhould =zay curve. The coy pantalet | New Anklet of Fur ;-I[;,;.‘; rniﬂeln?“ﬂ-w;‘:f D:“:llﬁ 5151':; :b?‘ie
the door on his mother and Wilmerton . > . = . (1] nees w ansfo 1 513
and went slowly u;.qu,,-. ;;f 18 TOOM .*" now fashion's best bet. The regu-| 444. Chic Appearance, model. These soft velour ruifles are,
Ths man's smiie Had been. :‘i;u:ruaet‘-!"‘u”" manner of panting according While you are bowing nt the feet of indeed, charming additions to an af-
and the sudden reslization that his|to Dame Nature used to be from the; i [ . g4 1m nent . chic | térmoon gown, and are quite the latest
mother was such a woman struck and  chest out. but Dame Fashion has "‘_5 Unn, It is fitling to mentlon a chic| o¢ the 4ate hints from that dear Paris. |
stunned im ke n great fist shooting | o . al f v | Mew ankle of far which was worn late- | Ostrich feathers are coming into their |
- Uk F|changed all that end it Is now the b e ) 4 x = e ; 2 e ol
out of the shadows, e hine 1o do your panting from Iv by a well-known New \un:cr_. Youlown agaln and \l.t:‘i: the law nas .urtl
He. had ¢ that there was some- | Snart thing 3 p 13 will readily Infer that this ankiet in| as fashion on their side, ars sending
thing going on in ti ipus house, | the knee down. turn adds a very “fussy wuzsy' touch of | algrettes and birds of paradise on the
but it hud always t 1 muffled—sdreen- The most startling peach of a palr|a fur trimmed costovme ar you get nl| wing. Almost every chapeay rears aloft
ed off. Tonlg was the 1"st time helig ghown In flvsh color crepe de chine ) [urtive peek at it now and then through | an ostrich plume of bri liant hue, they |
had ever ¢ face to face with it He and Inoe The den ruffles of tl .| the omniprescnt siit. * crest the waves of the evening colffure |
| had known that his father and she| BD9 18C0E e ceop on: < "1 It seems to be @ lost art never tol| and even the low-cut evening bodices |
merely lived ynder the same rouf, never | crépe de chine, compleétely velled In|turm a hair for nowadays there is a|are edged with their airv fronde
meeting on terms of mucy, Lut now | [rothing ruffles of shadow lace, are at- | mad rush of color to the head. If you Hats still continue in thelr Liliputian {
he saw everyt g with new ey 'Ft-u'!hd to pink ibbon-covered garters|sre wearing o vieolet sreen gown, It| proportions, and even with the decollete |
While hir mother b -at this man | which fit just sver o dimpled knee and | is not enoush that vour alippers and | costume they refuss to give way to the
home, his father was ar tig himeelf— | there you are. Others have ruffles of | stockings carry out the color schemse: | large hat a la Gainsborougna. Bome of |
tlic expres n was Mrs. [ else- aecordion pleated chiffon or crepe de|dear me, no. Your hair also must have | the little, close-fitting models of fur |
wliere The cold-blooded he | “hine edmed with rcearrow e mnd | Its little dash of lavender and velvet arc S0 snhug “'71"-_ particu- |
| phrase sickened liim l.:url:luh‘rd with pravs of Uny roge- If vour frock s of azure, the larly when of brown rur, they glve|
that their lives were | buds fact that your blood is biue nlsg w the startling Impreasion that the “"-‘“rr"ﬂ
thing oué of them di a matter ! Theee new knee pantles are to be| put the blue ribbon of anprovid upon | Is bareheaded, It {8 rather ap unior-
of totlal unconcer to the clhler worn over { but for thoss desiring | vou Your colffure, asn well, n.ust h',\...‘ tunate fashion for the moon-faced lady
“Ng wonder T am thelr son!” The|the straightoway pantlets from the | the desired cerulean tinge All this ls| whose countenance is bullt on broad
thougiit brought a bitter laugh. No walst down, cainty models are shovin | accomplished by 0 nice coilection of | and sweeping lines. Of courae, she must
wonder 1ve done—" He could expect |in fiesh crepe de chine, lace edged, | thin wigs in p!l the smart shades. Hut | be In the mode, with the result that
nothing from hi= mu!l:-_". Ther WS that garter in =n v around the ankle ] if vou are simply dying to be fashlon- | tnany iz the pint bonnet ou [ quart
not the remotést ;‘.ug.*.ullut‘\ of his t\"ri“ith an elustic ¥l lacy ourstanding ) arfe, then choo%e n bright shade of' physiognom:
being Lile 1o confide jn her. Slie Waa ) ) o
am herself 3 !: — e ———— e — — = — — -
Titerly wenry, he went ong to his,
room.  His elothes had been unpacked
and put away, ine corner of the li ~5-1r
clothes rned dowt hig brazhes Inid | - . -
clothes furned A0 e : U. S. Depository for Postal Savings Funds
His eves took In the tid:ness at a
glance. The two shirt cases stood back
lo batk In & convenlent cormner, and on
the outside one In large, black :r-‘:h"r3| 9 &
a white label was the word—"wi-
o ;::'ul'_-ﬂ it held him ‘Tafl"'ll;ill;‘ll. ls s e lme 0
po g at il ANl the color had left his
.:_',‘.:_'Irﬁ.;-,d one hs wae clenched at ;
Ll side, Wimersux—where he  had
: sed”  himself e appalled
by the thought that :\' had ever ;
onene hils heart o vi= motheyr ¥he
" 'u.‘n-"x,! iwve lnughed xt him e -nj['El a e Oc 0 Ourse
hear the =corn and l_"!!"'*»"_l'_l.l it 1
vojes ax she unswWered £ 1
she ought 1o have known that you were |
p . vourself, ¢ . = 4 o 2 . e “ 10 v
ly Rmustug e came. creeping | It you have to work for a living and you wish {o succeed, you
in through the windows. The Eray . " : — i i o
rooftops were wet and dreary, and the ‘ must consider yourself as a business proposition.

You have only a certain number of years of earning capacity.
You must make each year count.

Your earning capacity is your capital. If you are spending all
vou make, you are not spending your income alone, but using up
vour capital.

You do not wish to work when vou are old—probably will not
be able—so it is clear that you must make provision for vour old
age.
How much did you set aside last year for future needs? How
much are you going to save this y2ar? ‘These are questions on which
your welfare and future happiness depend, so face them squarely.
Take an honest inventory of yourself.
. We pay 3 per cent interest on Savings Accounts and 2 per
cent on inactive Checking Accounts,

HOME SAVINGS BANK

Seventh St. and Mass. Ave. N. W.

8th and H Sts. N. E.

Branches - 43¢ 741, st 5. W.

were shining with interest agaln,

he spoke eagerly, “Yes, 1 have read
many of his poems, and think he Is &
remarkable young man."”

Out came the photograph, In an in-
stant, and as I looked at the solemn
festures of a very skinny little bo¥,
seated on the ground by a lady in a
tight black basque, I was informed that
that was Herbert Kaufman, and thet
he was the nephew of Max Weyl, tas

scenes from the Potomac river. [ used
to do a great deal of sketching gp near
Sheridan circle—that was a wilderness
twenty-five years ago.""

Then, during & series of puffs from the
plpe, I managed (o remember to inguire
of the Impressionistic tendencles of
wi'ch contemporaries have accused him
dnring the last few years.

With grave tolerance for my Lemerity
he took out the pipe, smiled and sald:

“No, not Impressionistic—just more|artist The young mans t‘lrl:wr htlnn
rroad. 1 paint more broadly. I Imitate|on & newspaper was he"i in Was hufa
no school. I am merely doing in a big- :l';rllii where he wrote ads for cne of
gEer way, & very mnatural result of a . ; utte
pnr:'wl) :n.nluﬂ?ls'.” Pause, during| But it was getting near I2 a?dug ed
which 1 neatly inserted a question to| necessary for me o g0 '}316 o doy
jog him along in the same vein. me to the door, and watt:-in.» me. ﬁ
“What? Did I ever paint in great de-| the stalrs. with itele L= -
tail lke Corot's first? Oh. my dear|had a delightful hour. Lit'le wonder,
child, yes. we almost all do.” Polnting| with !u:ahnc';‘“g:? ;f "Lu:ﬁt E_.?,m per
o 8 L s A reh wi — rseve s
to an auntuymn scene of birch woods E:irt}"ﬂix years of age witkout any

“Ddo you see that mass of failen leaves
.you get the impression porfectly, yet
I put that paint on with 2 knife and
these"—showing me his thumbs “Years

tanght, by hard work
pecome one of the
tera of America,

instruction, self-
and careful study,
famous landscape pain

“Pain? Not Even a Little Bit!”

That's what you'll say after a
visit to my modern dental parlors.
The most up-to-date facilities and
the most expert methods contribute
to make my work the BEST for your
teeth. Painless methods are my spe-
cialty, perfectly reliable and lasting
work is my policy, and I offer the
LOWEST POSSIBLE PRICES and
the easiest terms of payment con-
sistent with the quality of my work.
l.ady attendant.

PLATE S“ r GOLD CROWNS
That Never BRIDGEWORK

' $3, $4
and $5

Fillings, 50c and $1,
in Cold, Silver and Platinum

Painless Extraction
With Other \/ork

FREE

Lowest Cost
Longest Wear

PAINLESS

DR. WHITE vevrisr

407 Seventh St. N.W.  Opposite Woolwerth's

Hours: 8:30 to 6; Sun., 10 to 1; Wed. & Sat., Until 8 P. M. Phone M. 19

Based on His Novel, “Buried Alive,” Wigh

NOTE: TRAFFIC IN SOULS

Matines TodRy at 2 and 230 p. m., B ‘

JULIA DEAN

IN MARK SWAN'S
HRILLIANT
HER O ‘N
THE

: I't.E SFENDTHRIFT

| PORTER EMEHRSON BROWNE'S
: VITAL DOMESTIC DRAMA

H Next weth—ONE WOMAN'S LIFE

Max Splegel Freseats

THE COLLEGE GIRLS
With Mr. ABE REYNOLDS

Nat’l Rifles
DANCING oo ares
Two orchestrss. continuous dancing 138 ta

WINTER RESORTS
Atlantic City.

Marlborough- Bienbein

ATLANTIC CITY, N. J
Joniah White & Sons Company.
L ———-

EXCURSIONS

Norfolk & Washington
Steamboat Co.

Modern Steamers
NORTHLAND & SOUTHLAND
Daifly 8145 p. m, for OLD POINT,
NORFOLK and all pelnts SOUTH.
City Ticket Office, T31 15th St N. W,

(Woodward Buiiding)

STEAMSHIPS
MERCHANTS & MINERS TRANS.

FLORIDA
JACKSONVILLE  SAVAN

Fipe steainers, Excellent service, Law
faren. Wircless telegraph. Threugh tiokets
0 Nerthern aal Scuthern polnts. Automobiles

carried. Send for lot,
B & O. R R Offices and 5I7 Mth st N, W,
W P TURNER * T M Batimore MJi

" A Wise Resolution
Sﬂ-lﬁ: ing MILLERS Self e
Backwheat || 5, et
B.B.EARNSHAW & BRO.,

Wholesalers, 11th and M St», 5. E.

W’ Houmswives desirine THE
ing Buckwhenat.
£3° AL your grucers.

RANDLE HIGH
CAPITOL OF U.S.
HouAL

watch for a cily—Handie Highlands

TIMES WANT ADS

BRING RESULTS




